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And they did make no noyfe,in fuch a night, 

Troylui me-thinks mounted the Troyan wals. 

And figh’tbhis foule toward the Grecian Tents 
Where Creffada lay that night* 

Iejftca, In fuch a night Y t. 1 A 

Did Tbisbie fearefully ore-trip the dew. 

And faw the Lyons fhadow erehimfelfe. 

And ranne difmayed away. 

Loren . In fuch a night \ 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea banks.and waft her Loue 
T o come againe to farthage. 

Iejftca . In fuch a night, 

Medea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That did renew old Ejon. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did Iejftca ftcale from the wealthy lew. 

And with an vnthrift loue did runne from Venice* 

As farre as Belmont. 

Iejftca.ln fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he loued her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith. 

And nerea true one. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did pretty Iejftca (like a little fhrew) 

Slander her Loue, and he forgaue it her. 

Iejftca , I would out-night you did nobody come : 

But hearke,I heare the footing of a man. 

. • ; • . .v: .v h'v. r „• -y, 

Enter a Mejfenger, 


Loren, Who comes fo faftin filence of the night? 

* Mejfen.K friend. 

Loren A friend,what friend,your name I prayyou friend. 
MeJfen.Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
My miftris will before the breake of day 


Bee 


the Merchant of Venice^. 

Re heere at Belmont, (be doth ftray about 
g y holy croffes where fbekneeles andprayes 
For happy wcdlockes hour.cs. 

Loren.Who comes with her ? 

Meffen . None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

1 pray you is my Matter yet return'd? 

V Loren . He is not,nor we haue not heard from him, 

But °oe we in I pray thee Ieffwa, 

And ceremonioufly let ‘vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftns of the houfe. 

Enter Clovene . 

C/<w«e.Sola,fola : wo ha, ho fola,fola. 

Lore#. Who calles ? , , c . 

C/<w».Sola,did you fee \A.Lorenz>o,l\.Lorenz,o, {oUfo\z. 

LorenXcznt hollowing man.heere, 

C/<w».Sol3,wbere,where ? 

Cloviu TeThim there’s a Poft come from my Matter, wit); 
his home fullrif good newes, my Mafter will be heere ere mor- 
ning, fweete foule. . 

Loren. Let’s in, and there expert their comming, 

Andyet no matter; why fhould we go in? 

My friend Stepbano^onSe 1 pray you 
Within the houfe,your miftris is athand, 

And bring your muficke foorth into the ay-re. 

How fweete the Moone-light fleepes vpon this banke, 

Heere will we fit,and let the founds of muficke 
Cteepe in out cares foft ftilnc{Te,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweete harmony : 

Sit Ieffica,\o6kc how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with patients of bright §°|“» 

There’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdtt* , 

But m his motion like an Angell lings, 

Still quiring to the young eide Cherubini ; 



